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An ACCOUNT or MR. MACREADY’s 
FIRST APPEARANCE 1n LONDON, 
SEPTEMBER 21st, 1816. 


(Extracted from a scarce work by the late 
William Hazlitt). 
—»—— 


The following accountof Mr. Macready’s 
first appearance,with a criticism on his act- 
ing, by the celebrated writer William Haz- 
litt, will no doubt be read with great inter- 
est by our subscribers: — 

Sept. 2Ist, 1816. 


A Mr. Macready appeared at Covent Gar- 
den Theatre on Monday and Friday in the 
character of Orestes in the “ Distressed 
Mother,” a bad play for the display of his 
power, in which, however, he succeeded in 
making a decidedly favourable impression 
on the audience. His voice is powerful in 
the highest degree, and at the same time 
possesses great harmony and modulation. 
He declaims better than anybody we have 
lately heard. He is accused of being vie- 
lent and wanting pathos. Neitherof these 
objections are true. His manner of deli- 
vering the first speeches in this play was 
admirable, and the want of increasing in- 
terest afterwards was the fault of the author, 
rather than the actor. The fine suppressed 
tone in which he assented to Phyrrus’s 





command to conv.y the message to Her- 
mione, wasatest of his variety of power, 
and brouzht down acclamations from the 
house. We do not lay much stress on his 
mad scene, though that was very good in its 
kind, tor mad scenes do not occur very of- 
ten, and when they do, had in general bet- 
ter be omitted. 

We have not the slightest hesitation in 
saying that Mr. Macready is by far the best 
tragic actor that has come out inour remem- 
brance, with the exception of Mr. Kean. We 
however heartily wish him well out of this 
character of Orestes. It is a kind of for- 
lorn hope in tragedy. There is nothing to 
be made of it, onthe English stage, beyond 
experiment. It isatrial, not a triumph. 
These French plays puzzle an English audi- 
ence exceedingly. They cannot attend to 
the actor, for the difficulty they have in un- 
derstanding the author. We thinkit wrong 
in any actor of great merit (which we hold 
Mr. Macready to be), to come out in an am- 
biguous character to salve his reputation. 
An actor is like a man who throws himself 
from the top of asteeple byarope. He 
should choose the hizhest steeple he can 
find, that if he does not succeed in coming 
safe to the ground, he may break his neck 
at once, and so put himself and the specta- 
tors out of farther pain, 


THE DRAMA, 
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Old Drury has produced a new and en- 
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chanting ballet, bearing the name of the 
“Island Nymph,” a name which is sure to 
prove attractive, as long as pretty nymphs 
in white muslin, and fairies displaying an 
undue proportion of silk fleshing and a well 
turned leg, are so popular among metropo- 
litan play-goers. All expect and are certain 
to find in these pieces many a pretty sylph- 
like pas, and a multiplicity of fairy-like 
groupings by the host of coryphees. Nor in 
the present case does expectation meet a 
disappointment. The new spectacle is full 
of beautiful characteristic tableaux, joined 
to dazzling scenery, comprehending waves 
and waters, rocks and shells, sea-weed and 
coral__with elfin islands and fairy grots, 
and a fair sprinkling of pretty pas. It par- 
takes rather more of the character of a di- 
vertissement than a ballet, in its prettiness, 
brevity, neatness, and simplicity. Like the 
generality’ of fairy subjects, its plot turns 
upon the old story of a mortal creature fall- 
ing in desperate head-over-ears love with 
an immortal lady, and of course concludes 
with the young fairy becoming mortal, to 
suit the character of her lover. There is 
some excellent dancing by the graceful 
Mdlle. Maria, the favourite of last season, 
whose elegance and prettiness enchant all, 
while Mdlle. Louise is inimitable in her fas- 
cinating feats of agility and vivacity. Alto- 
gether it is an exceedingly pretty spectacle, 
and will prove, we trust, a hit for the spi- 
rited management. 
MARY-LE-BONE. 

Mr. C. Z. Barnet’s popular drama of 
“The Minute Gun at Sea,” with all its 
grand nautical effects aud interesting situ- 
ations, which must ever render it a favou- 
rite, has been produced at this establish- 
ment in a highly creditable and first-rate 
style. Mr. John Douglass, as Tom Tough, 
makes up a splendid, rollicking, honest- 
hearted Jack Tar, and dances the man-o’- 
war’s hornpipe with a most desperate and 
indefatigable ardour, his _ whole 
heart and soul to it, and at the end, com- 
pelled to give an encore to a most unmer- 
Mr. Jo- 
seph Rayner plays Miles Lansdowne, the 
hero of the 
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ciful and unconscionable gallery. 
drama, and what with his 
warmth of manner, his precision and judg- 
ment,, and the fitness of his personal ap- 
pearance for the boards, we were much 








pleased with him. He has less of the con- 
ventional melo-dramatic rant and bombastic 
mannerism about him than too many others, 
who put forward much higher pretensions ; 
and with care and study, we doubt not but 
he will become a finished performer, and a 
_great favourite at this house, the audienee 
evidently thoroughly appreciating his me- 
rits. The rest of the dramatic oorps ex- 
erted themselves to the utmost, and upon 
the whole, the piece seemed to tell well and 
to give every general satisfaction. Professor 
Hemmings and his two sons, disciples of 
the Risley school, have got an engagement 
here, and seem quite to delight the audi- 
ence, who were bonndless in their admira- 
tion and applause, and their wondrous feats 
do certainly merit great—very great--praise. 
Their agility, dexterity, and neatness is 
astounding. A Mr. Bradbury on the slack 
rope, and the romantic drama of the “ Falls 
of Clyde” concluded the lengthy entertain- 
ment, which seemed to give perfect satis- 
faction to a crowded and enthusiastic audi- 
ence, 
HAYMARKFT. 

Miss Cushman has repeated the arduous 
character of Ion, in Serjeant Talfourd’s ce- 
lebrated tragedy, at thistheatre. Iler de- 
lineation of the ardent, higb-souled young 
Greek, was, as we expected, full of fire and 
energy. Nota single word of the classic- 
ally-polished poetry she has to speak lost 
its full effect in her delivery of it. But 
even the impulse which her fine acting im- 
parted to the tragedy could not altogether 
free it from that tedious weight whicha 
drama formed upon the pure classic model 
must unavoidably attach toit. In the lat- 
ter part of the play where the action be- 
comes rapid, and the incidents important, 
her genius had freer scope, and she appear- 
ed to concentrate all her powers to develope 
with extraordinary effect the passions that 
give grandeur and brilliancy to the charac- 
ter. Miss Susan Cushman played with 
great taste and feeling in the part of Cle- 
manthe, and Mr. Stuart gave force and dig- 
nity to the character of the Argine tyrant 
Adrastus. The other parts were efficiently 
filled by Mr. Hudson, Mr. Brindal, Mr, 
Perkins, Mr. Holl, &c. 


QUEEN’S. 
Mr. H, Betty entered upon his engage- 
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ment at this theatre, on Monday, to a house 
very respectably filled; indeed at half- 
price it was crammed. This we are rather 
surprised at, as the great tragedian is within 
a stone’s throw of him at the Princess’s; 
and on the other side is Sadler’s Wells. So 
that he is between the two great guns of the 
legitimate drama. On his entrance, in the 
character of Macbeth, he was most enthu- 
siastically welcomed by the audience; he 
looked the character admirably, and went 
through it ina most creditable manner, We 
are glad to see great improvements in his 
style; he is evidently more matured, and 
does not strain to make points in every sen- 
tence. His reading is beautiful, and in 
many scenes very superior. The dagger 
scene was very splendidly conceived, and at 
the conclusion drew down great applause, 
as also the banqueting scene. The fencing 
at the conclusion was excellent; he was 
well supported by Mr, J. Parry as Macduff, 
and Mrs. J. Parry as Lady Macbeth. The 
play was well put upon the stage, and the 
chorusses very well sung. Upon the whole 
it was very creditable to Mr, James, the 
manager. Mr. Betty was called for at the 
conclusion, and the call was obeyed. 
ALBERT SALOON, P 
This place of amusement is under the 
able management of Mr. T., Jones, who 
spares neither trouble nor expense to make 
it worthy of the patronage of the public. 
As elephants and camels seem to be the ob- 
jects of attention at some of the minors, 
Mr. Jones is determined to follow in the 
wake, andhas engaged a number of lions, 
&c., the property of Mr. White. This gen- 
tleman seems to have his animals trained in 
a very superior manner, for very little exer- 
tion appears to be used to cause them to do 
what is required. A very clever actor has 
just made his appearance here, of the name 
of Howard. His Richard the Third was a 
favourable attempt, and with diligence he 
will become a very clever useful actor, We 
were glad to see the saloon so full. 


EUTERPEAN SOCIETY, 
CITY LECTURE ROOM, FORE-STREET. 

A Concert was given here on Tuesday, 
which was very numerously and respectably 
attended. ‘The professionals were Messrs. 
Leftier and Redfern, Mrs. Newton, and Miss 
Chambers; Leader, Mr. W, Blagrove, and 








Conductor, Mr. Holderness. An apology 
was made for Mr, Redfern, and Mr. Turner 
officiated for him, and proved a very able 
substitute. He met with an encore in the 
beautiful recitative, ‘So will’d my Father,” 
which was sung with effect. Leffler met 
with several encores, one of which was his 
favourite, ‘* The Lads ofthe Village,’ and 
“ Haste, the Nymph.”. Mrs. Newton and 
Miss Chambers met with similar favours, 
and the concert terminated in a very fayour- 
able manner. 
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TALES OF THE DRAMA, 
BY AN OLD STAGER. 
No, IV.—_THE JEALOUS HUSBAND. 





There was anold lady attached to the 
theatre in which Mr. Gaunt was wont to 
make show of his histrionic talents, who, 
although she formed no member of the dra- 
matic corps, or indeed ever went on the 
stage during the hours of representation, 
except when perchance the whole strength 
of the company was united in one prodi- 
giously grand effect, when she was made use 
of in a crowd ora mob of peasants; but 
who nevertheless was a very important per- 
son, and had ever been considered part and 
parcel of the theatre for time immemorial. 
Hier name was Mrs. Betsy Ginger, and 
some would derive its etymology from her 
extreme partiality (which in fact almost 
amounted to a weakness) for the cordial li- 
quid the name of which is comprehended 
in the first syllable of her cognomen; a Mr. 
Ginger not having been heard of or seen 
even in the memory of the oldest habitue of 
the establishment, and it was an unques- 
tionable fact that she could have loved no 
spouse dearer than she did her bottle, and 
that no husband could have treated her af- 
fections with greater malice, as tears had 
not unfrequently been seen in her eyes after 
she had hung, in the fulness of her affec- 
tionate heart, round the bottle’s neck, and 
kissed with ardour its drippling lips, And 
yet ‘*she never blamed him—never!” But 
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we are digressing. Now Mrs. Betsy Gin- 
ger was an amphibeous kind of animal, her 
days were partly spent behind and partly 
before the scenes. She acted as charwoman 
and assistant scene-painter and shifter be- 
hind, while she not unfrequently took the 
checks in front, or retailed oranges and ap- 
ples, ginger-beer, porter, ale, or cyder, bills 
of the play, &c., tothe visitors of the pit, 
to whose existence she proved a perfect 
bane and sworn tormentor ; now leaning on 
you with allher weight (and by the way 
she was not by any means a light one) in 
stretching out toa distant purchaser, and 
now insisting on her established privilege 
to dive in among the pit benches, wedging 
your legs into shapes indescribable, and 
crushing your hats, or thrusting the sharp 
corners of her capacious wicker-work bas- 
ket into that tender portion of the anatomy 
constituted in the eye, and always leaving 
you in an agony of uncomfort and wretch- 
edness. Well this worthy lady was to play 
an important part in ascheme which Ran- 
dal and myself had laid for a cure for Mr, 
Gaunt’s jealousy in futuro. One evening 
just when Mr. Gaunt left the stage, after 
his representation of the Ghost in Hamlet, 
to which character his sepulchral tone of 
voice was admirably suited, and was rega- 
ling himself in the delights a pot of porter 
can alone bestow, a mysterious note was 
slipped into his hand, which ran to this ef- 
fect :—“ Gaunt, beware—treachery lurks on 
the domestic hearth. The wife of your bo- 
som elopes to night, at one o’clock, in acab, 
from the stage door, with a butterfly para- 
mour. Arrest her, and stop the sacrilegious 
deed, seize her as she enters the vehicle— 
Gaunt, beware.” Oh, how the poor martyr 
shivered as he ran his eyes over the lines, 
his suspicions then were correct, she was 
faithless. Yet who could have warned him 
of her intended crime? that was a mystery, 
but itcame from some authentic source, 
and he would follow the advice contained. 
He remembered, too, her other deeds of 
suspected treachery, and this confirmed 
them all, but who was the paramour? that 
too was a mystery, which time alone could 
solve. Yet how he wondered whether the 
seducer was a big chap, and whether he 
(Gaunt) stood the chance of getting a 
thrashing if he interfered. Oh! in what 








an agony was he in; and now it nears the 
appointed hour, hush! there, now it strikes. 
Gaunthastens tothe appointed place, his 
heart leaping’ about within him like a plum- 
pudding in the pot, and armed with a thea- 
trical combat short broad-sword, prepared 
for the worst—but oh! horror, he is a few 
seconds to late ; he arrives just in time to 
see his faithless partner, her who when his 
heart beat high with ardent hopes of mat- 
rimonial comfort and the joy a faithful lo- 
ving wife must prove, he led unto the hy- 
meneal altar, and now to be the witness of 
her perjured perfidy; see, she skips into 
the cab, her seducer’s arm supporting her, 
and she wears, oh! heavens, what bitter 
mockery, that very identical scarlet shawl 
that he himself, her deceived husband, had 
presented her with but a few davs back, on 
hernatal day. Gaunt sees all this, and in a 
paroxysm of excitement rushes on with the 
speed of a locomotive in full vigour, and 
roars out like a bull in a violent fit of insa- 
nity, ‘Stop, stop you villain—give back my 
wife,’ but he has arrived a minute too late ; 
the door has slammed, and the cab-horse 
has set off at a brisk canter. ‘“ Come back, 
you villain of a cabman, come back you ras- 
cal.” * You be—” but no, we wont men- 
tion the precise language the cabman ut- 
tered, for indeed it was partially lost in the 
noisy zeal with which he spurred on his 
rampant Rosinante. Gaunt was in an ago- 
ny, as pale as death; he hailed a passing 
cab, and leaping into it, shouted to the dri- 
ver, “ Pursue that cab a-head, ten shil- 
lings are yours if-you reach it in five mi- 
nu tes, ad——d villain’s run away with my 
wife, on, on, catch up to him, fire away.’’ 
On went Gaunt in cab No. 2, driven, to use 
a popular phrase, at the devil’s own speed, 
while the roars of laughter of the crowd by 
this time assembled, goaded him on still 
fiercer, 
(To be continued.) 
THE SILENT TEAR, 
While converse sweet with those we love, 
Dwells fondly on our ear; 
Such happy hours will oftentimes 
Draw forth a silent tear, 





To bid adieu to those sweet friends 
Who to our souls are dear, 

Will cause the heart a bitter pang, 
The eye asilent tear. 
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The human heart by grief assail’d, 


Depress’d by sorrows drear ; 
Derives a soothing comfort from 
Shedding a silent tear. 


No noble mind will e’er despise 
What is to virtue dear; 
If then your heart’s with anguish fraught, 


Check not the silent tear. 
C. W. Jones. 


THE ADVENTURES OF A PLAY- 
GOER. 

MY FIRST VISIT TO COVENT-GARDEN. 

Ere I turned to see the cause of the 
noise,my feet were knocked from under me, 
two horny hands clasped me by the waist, 
and the next moment I was held high in 
the air by a tall muscular man, with his 
face blackened and a large white cap on his 
head, bearing those (then to me) mysteri- 
ous letters, O. P. From this elevated po- 
sition my eyes were greeted with the very 
interesting sight of about twenty men or 
more, of the same description as the gen- 
tleman wno had thus kindly undertaken to 
afford me a view of them. They nearly all 
wore white caps, marked with O. P., but 
very few had their faces blackened. Sticks, 
staves, umbrellas, &c., were their weapons, 
from what I could see; and watchmen’s 
rattles. horns, whistles, and sixpenny drums 
their instrumental music; whilst placards 
on long poles and boards, such as “ John 
Bull will have his rights!” “No Stage 
trick!” “Kemble remember the Dublin 
Tinker |” ‘* Boxes be firm!” &c. &c., were 
carried by a great many, and used as wea- 
pons for combats in urgent cases. ‘ This 
is the young dog”’ shouted the man who 
held mealoft, which brought a shout from 
his followers, and a spring from their 
rattles. “This is the young vaga- 
bond, I knew him directly I clapped my 
eyes on him. Spring your rattle, you dog !” 
added he, addressing himself to me, for I 
had left off, and then seating me on his 
shoulder, and clutching me by the legs, to 
my utter astonishment, he started off, run- 
ning round the yard in which we were, fol- 
lowed by his troop, shouting, yelling, and 
the whole strength of the band performing 
no particular tune, but in two senses a run- 
ning accompaniment to the screams; after 





we had gone the round twice more, and we 
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one of the troop in a loud voice suggested 
that I should carry that night’s placard. 
This proposition was nosooner proposed 
than done, and my watchman’s rattle and 
trumpet having been taken from me, a long 
red pole was placed in my hands with a 
spike at the top, and a placard hanging 
from it, on which I afterwards found out, 
was written the following verse :— 

“ Be silent, King John’s head aitches, 

* Kemble learn! 
“ John Bull advises, 
“To save your fame 

‘* Lower your prices,” 

With this then flaunting above my head, 
Iwas borne along the pit entrance; how 
they got past the money-taker’s box, and 
the check-taker’s box, I dont know, but 
certain itis that it was not long after my 
being appointed standard-bearer, before I 
found myself in the same elevated position, 
in the middle of the pit. The performances 
were proceeding entirely in dumb show, and 
one of the performers whose name I heard 
mentioned about me as Cooke, was as drunk 
as he possibly could be. The noise andriot 
that was taking place in the house was 
above everything; one half the audience 
had O. P. in their hats, and were fighting 
the other half, which consisted of Bow- 
street officers and the retainers of the the- 
atre. The galleries presented one vast and 
mighty sea of beings, all engaged in con- 
flict with each other, as did a part of the 
pit and a part of the boxes, In every part 
of tbe house placards were pinned, all of an 
abusive and threatening character, intended 
for the management; and whistles, drums, 
horns, watchman’s rattles, and shouts from 
the malcontents—screams and yells, groans 
and cries from the women, and oaths and 
orders from the officers, resounded from all 
sides. Add to this the shuffling of feet, the 
breaking of sticks, and the bumping and 
banging of heavy bodies against the floor 
and wainscotting,—and perhaps my young 
readers may form a slight idea of what Co- 
vent Garden theatre was on an O. P. night. 

I remained—that is, the gentleman who 
carried me remained—perfectly still till the 
end of the second act, when he raised a cry 
for “God save the King!’ from the or- 
chestra, which was seconded by the whole 
house; however, the orchestra not comply- 
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their patrons with oranges, apples, and 
halfpence, till they were compelled to play 
it,—and that, too, as an accompaniment to 
all the voices in the house of the O.P. party. 
When thisjwas fluished (the fighting, let it 
be recollected, going on the whole while), 
* Rule Britannia” was ealled for; and this 
having been sung and the musicians ¢lis- 
missed with more showers of oranges, chew- 
ed apples,jand halfpence, a call for Charles 
Kemble, the manager, was made, but it not 
being responded to, some one raised a 
cry to go upon the stage. This suggestion 
the gentleman who carried me eagerly 
seized, and jumping up, for he had 
been sitting inactive during the play, and 
calling on his followers, he made for it; and 
now began my miseries and sufferings, Be- 
fore any one was aware of his intention, he 
sprang upon the partition which divided 
the pit from the orchestra, and from thence 
on to the stage, with myself still upon his 
shoulder and the pole still in my hands ; 
but how shall I describe my horror when 
from behind the curtain a whole band of 
officers and scene-shifters, the former with 
constables’ staves and the latter with sticks, 
made their appearance, and fronted my 
companion, who had been followed by five 
or six of his troop, and more were every 
moment springing on to the boards. Three 
of the band of officers instantly sprung upon 
him. Whack from his fist—splash from the 
officers—rose a bump from that gentleman’s 
flesh and bones meeting the floor. Whack, 
smack—crack resounded on the next one’s 
face, and his eyes immediately began to 
swell and turn black; the third one, how- 
ever, was a scene-shifter—a stronger man 
than the former two—and he bore in his 
hand an enormous stave; with this he 
aimed a blow at my companion’s legs, which 
caused us both to fall heavily to the ground. 
Disentangling my legs from his arms, I was 
about to rise, when the same man rushed 
towards me for the purpose of striking me. 
Instinctively I attempted to push him off 
with the pole I held, forgetting at the mo- 
ment that a spike was in the top. Luckily 
it only hit him in the thigh, bnt this was 
bad enough, for the blood gushed forth in a 
torrent, and the man, after groaning and 
yelling like a mad being, fainted. The other 
officers seeing this, as they supposed blood- 











thirsty deed, one and all left those with 
whom they were conflicting or had cap- 
tured, and darted upon me, The O, P.’s, 
however, followed them, and fought them 
over my prostrate form, Now one party 
would seize me with the gripe of a vice, and 
after pulling me about in its attempt to cap- 
ture me, the other would cause it to leave 
its hold, which it eventually would do, drag- 
ging with it some article of my clothing, 
After I had been thus mauled about for a 
considerable time 1 attempted to rise, but 
was immediately laid flat again by a blow 
from a stick on my head, and I felt my 
senses were leaving me. A sickness came 
over me as the hot blood gushed over my 
face, and every thing and every body 
seemed whirling round and round at such a 
pace that I could have screamed. I heard 


the yells and noise worthy of a hell. I heard, 
too, a cry to come off the stage, for the 
traps were opened, but I could not move, 
and the next moment I felt the floor move 
A rapid descent through 
air followed, and the next' moment I was 
lying at full length insensible on the ground. 
+ « . * 


from under me. 


e * 

When I again awoke to consciousness, I 
found myself sitting on the floor of a damp 
cell, with my head bandaged up with rags 
saturated with blood, my clothes torn, and 
all my bones paining me as if they had 
each been broken, But I will not impor- 
tune the patient reader, who has followed 
me so far, with another description of my 
corporeal and mental sufferings; suffice it 
to say, that I was in my turn brought before 
the magistrate, who, in consideration of my 
youth and inexperience, fined me an enor- 
mous fine instead of committing me, which 
was paid by my indulgent governor, who, 
as soon as I got convalescent, thrashed me 
ill again, and then sent me off to a boarding 
school, a Jong way into the country. So 
ended my first visit to a theatre ; and per- 
haps the reader will now concur with my 
commencing words, that it was one not 
easily to be forgotten. 





CHIT-CHAT. 

The Olympic Theatre closed very sud- 
denly on Monday night, without any pre- 
vious notice. We have not learnt the cause. 

AmATEURS.—A performance isto come 
off at the Queen’s Theatre, on Ash-Wed- 
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nesday, in which the elite of the London 
Amateur Clubs are to take part. The pie- 
ces chosen are “ The School for Scandal” 
and Douglas Jerrold’s genuine domestic 
drama, **The Rent-Day.” Great things 
are anticipated from these histrionic ama- 
teurs, whose efforts will be duly criticised 
in the “ Journal.” 

Mdlle. Schloss, Miss Messent, Grattan 
Cooke, and Mr. W. Vincent Wallace have 
performed at concerts which took place in 
Dublin during the week with the greatest 
success. They will give concerts at some 
towns inthe provinces on their return to 
England next week. 

Metopists’ Cius.—Mr. Blagrove and 
Mr. W. Vincent Wallace (composer of 
‘*Maritana’’) have been invited to dine 
with the Melodists, on the 26th inst., when 
the Earl of Westmorland’s prize for a sere- 
nade will be awarded, sung by Mr. Hobbs, 
and accompanied by Mr. C. E. Horn. 

Mr. Ransrorp gave his Gipsy Enter- 
tainment last week at Liverpool, Manches- 
ter, and Preston, with great success, and at 
the Marylebone Institution on Monday, to 
acrowded audience, assisted by Miss El- 
len Lyon, and his son; the latter presided 
at the pianoforte. 

Tue Distirn Famity had the honour to 
perform on the Sax-horns, on the 6th inst., 
at the Tuilleries, Paris, inthe presence of 
their Majesties and a large party of distin- 
guished persons. Louis Philippe expressed 
himself highly delighted with the perform- 
ance, and requested that it might close 
with “God save the Queen,” which was 
done, the august company standing up. 

Dearu or Mr. Loper.—We regret to 
announce that Mr. J. D. Loder, the emi- 
nent violinist and leader of the Ancient and 
Philharmonic Concerts, died on Friday 
evening, at his residence in Albany-street, 
in his 58th year. Mr. Loder was the prin- 
cipal musical professor at Bath for nearly 
forty years, but he has made London his 
permanent residence for these four years 
past. His complaint was a confirmed dropsy. 
Mr. Loder published a most excellent school 
for the violin, which has gone through seve. 
ral editions. 

Mr. Cuarces E, Horn is giving lec- 
tures on music, with illustrations by Mrs. 
Horn, &c., at Preston, and other places in 
that locality, with great success. 





Cantotta (irzist, whilst dancing last 
week at the Academie de Musique, injured 
herself by a nail in the flooring of the stage. 
The wound is not serious, and it is expected 
that this favourite danseuse will be able to 
re-appear in the following week. 

Donizetti has left Paris in care of his 
physician, for Nice. No hopes are enter- 
tained of his recovery. 

TaGiion1 has gone to her villa on the 
Lake of Como; she has invited several ce- 
lebrated danseuses to pass the season with 
her there, among whom are Mesdames 
Fanny Ellssler and Therese Ellssler, Cerito, 
Carlotta Grisi, and Lucile Grahn. 

During the past week vocal entertain- 
ments, interspersed with anecdotes, have 
been given by Messrs. Edney and Robinson, 
at the Denmark school-rooms, near Cloud- 
esley-square, Islington. They were most 
enthusiastically received, and our old friends, 
the before mentioned gentlemen, were en- 
cored over and over again, as was also Miss 
Parsons, partieularly in the ‘* Canadian 
Boat Glee.’’ It must be a source of great 
pleasure to the neighbourhood to have so 
pleasing and rational an entertainment, 
which, it is expected, will be repeated 
weekly for some time to come, The rooms 
have been most fashionably attended. 

Tue Erniopian SERENADERS. — Mr. 
Mitchell having entered into an engage- 
ment with these gentlemen to appear at his 
theatre on the non French play nights, they 
gave their first concert on Tuesday evening, 
to a full and fashionable audience. Most 
of their songs and glees were rapturously 
applauded, and many of them encored, 
while the extraordinary effects they produce 
in their “ Railway Overture ” fairly worked 
the audience up to high pressure. 

We refer our readers to our advertising 
columns, wherein they will notice some par- 
ticulars of the new Scotch Stores, opened by 
that enterprising caterer for the public, Mr. 
J. Campbell. 
known in the city for bis admirable ma- 
nagement in this department, that it re- 
quires no comment from us, but for the in- 
formation of our west-end friends, we refer 


This gentleman is so well- 


them to his new establishment, which will 
at once astonish the frequenters ; the beauty 
and accommodation in the coffee-room, is 
beyond any description we could pretend to 
give of it, and the quality of the commodi- 
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ties is so good and reasonable in the charge, 
that we at once declare, there is no compa- 
rison between this establishment and any 
other of the description we know of. 
MoscuHeEtes.—We learn that six months 
will elapse ere Mr. Moscheles will be ena- 
bled to enter upon his new office at the 
Conservatoire at Leipsic, in consequence of 
his pending engagements during the Lon- 
don season, and the conductorship atthe 
ensuing Birmingham Musical Festival. 
When the celebrated Quin was manager 
under Rich, at Lincoln’s-Inn-Fields The- 
atre, he had a whole heap of plays brought 
to him, which he put into a drawer in his 
bureau. An author had given hima play 
behind the scenes, which was either lost or 
he cared little about the writer of it. Two 
or three days after Mr. Bayes waited on him 
to know how he liked his play. Quin was 
ready at some excuse for it’s not being 
received, and the author desired to have it 
returned. There,” says Quin, “ there it 
lies, on that table.” The author took up a 
play which was lying on the table, but on 
opening found it was a comedy, and his was 
a tragedy, and he told Quin of his mistake. 
“Faith then sir,” said he, ‘‘I have lost 
your play,” “Lost my play!” cries the 
bard, “ Yes, by—G—d, I have,” answered 
the tragedian, ‘‘ But here is a drawer full of 
both tragedies and comedies, take any two 
you will in the room of it.” The poet left 
him in high dudgeon, and the actor stalked 
across the room to his Spa Water and his 
Rhenish, with a negligent felicity. 





To Correspondents. 

J. Witson.—You had better go to Sadler’s 
Wells, and get an interview with Mr. G. 
Bennet. 

S. Scort.—We never heard of any other 
play entitled “Ion,” but that of Ser- 
jeant Talfourd’s. 

Dyer.—Is thanked for his communication. 

E. D. C—Has our best wishes for his 
kindness, and shall always be accommo- 
dated whenever we have the means 
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AMES CAMPBELL, SsCOTCII 
STORES, BEAK ST, REGENT ST, 

The Promenade between the Quadrant and Re- 
gent Circus. 

The large share of public patronage for many 
years bestowed on Mr. CamMpbELL’s City Estab. 
lishments, and the popularity which his business- 
management has acquired, have induced him to 
open the above Premises on the same principle— 
the chief feature of which is to combine with the 
best quality of articles at the ordinary charges, the 
respectability and comforts of the Hotel or the Club 
House—that is, Mr. C.’s Establishment will be 
found to possess their select without their expen- 
sive character; while his Stores will affordto Fa- 
milies in the vicinity the advantage of an extensive 
Wholesale Stock at the Ciiy prices. 

In the Coffee Room of the Scorcu Stores, Lua- 
cheons, or a later service of Soups, Chops, Steaks, 
&c., may be had at the shortest notice; and the 
viands, as well as the Wines, Spirits, and Cigars, 
are always the choicest ot the market. Mr. C.'s 
especial attention is given to the management 
of this Room, wherein his peculiar mode of seving 
up his Scotch Whisky, which has met with somuch 
approval, is strictly adhered to. The Room itself 
is commodiously and tastefully laid ovt : and it will 
ever be his paramount object to keep it select and 
respectable; while it will be no less his study to 
minister to the tastes and comforts of his patrons, 
CIGARS SAND CHEROOTS OF THE VERY 

FIRST QUALITY 
That can possibly be obtained, and an unusually 
LARGE STOCK always on hand, cleared direct 
from the Docks, and sold either by weight or tale. 

A Chest of Lopez Cigars kept in the Smoking 
Room. 


JUST PUBLISHED, 8vo, pp. 186, PRICE 
FOUR SHILLINGS, 
PROPOSED PLAN for the EQUA- 
LISATION of the POOR-RATES 
throughout the various Parishes of the United 
Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland; providing 
for the abolition of the Law of Settlement; ren- 
dering thereby the removal of Paupers unneces- 
sary, and saving annually thousands of pounds to 
the rate-payers ; also, avoiding Parochial Litiga- 
tion, and greatly benefiting the Poor. By G. L. 
HUTCHINSON. 
Printed and published by Luke James Hansard, 
near Lincoln’s-Inn-fields, 


RITING, WRITING, WRITING. 
—Defying all Competition, Mr. 
SMART continues to Reform the WRITING, how- 
ever bad, of Persons of any age; imparting, in 
Eight easy Lessons, a permanent and flowing style 
of Penmanship, distinguished alike by its elegance, 
freedom, and boldness of English charaeter.— 
Arithmetic, Book-keeping, Short-hand, &c. Apply 
at the Institution, 7, New-street, Covent-garden. 

“* Under Mr. Smart, penmanship has been reduc- 
ed toa science, and the acquisition, therfore, of 
what is called a “good hand,” rendereg iat “ the 
labour of an hour!”—Polytechnic Journal. 

” Reference to Mr. Roberts, 22, New-street, Covent 
arden. 








Dramatic and Musical Works for review, and 
communications of every kind, for the Editor, 
to be addressed to the Publisher (post-paid,) 
51 and 52, Pate rnoster Row. 


PUBLISHED BY S. GILBERT, 51, AND 52, PATERNOSTER ROW ; COLLINS, 39, HOLYWELL 


STRAND; 


(Where all Communications for the Editor must be addressed) and 
CLEAVE, SHOE-LANE; 

War ine, 409, Strand—Banrru, 4, Brydges Street-—Vicxers, Holywell Street-—Buirain, Paternoster- 
Row—Sreit, Paternoster Row—Manwn, Cornhill—Cavuston, Birchin Lane—MovuntcastLe, 10, Bedfoid 
Court, Covent Garden--Harvey, 5, Vernon Place, Bagnigge Wells Road---Witry, 72, Fleet Street 
Due pas, Strand---APPLEYARD, Farringdon Street---GeorGs, 114,St.George’s Cincus, facing theSurrey 
Theatre—Hanraiss, 25, Bow eatin. Oakley Street—Dyson, Shoreditch; and all 

ookseliers. 
HARVEY, PRINTER, 26, CHAKLOTYTE STREET, BLACKFRIARS ROAD, 








